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KER CLIPS NOW. 

JOLQLA: SALES BOX 4M BUFFALO NX 
In Canada 2&2 DUHDAS ST. W, T010HTO ONT. 



Just put the nar 
row end toward 
the hub , . . then 
bend the ears in 




Gee! fi/cfc, / couJ 
have done fjfo? .my- 
self . , , it's eos>V-- 




gnfl|JM|apjHk^»|^^-|u^ 



SEND NO MONEY! Mail Coupon Todavi 



J0L0LA SALES, gft* 49*, Buffalo,; It Y. 

In CANADA, 2352 DJJNDA5 STiW., TORONTO, ONT, 

Send me CO, D. plus P&^i^e 

□ 36 Bonner Clips $1 , f. \ 1 8 Bonner Dips 50*. 
I will poy Postman on Delivery. 

p Send ( J sets of 36 Bonner Clips at $1. set. 

K ".inc. .. ,,_^_. r ■■cf 

AddrCSi ._„„..- - . 



HI 
I 






Ptqv, 



lh you encbs.e remittance in fulf with (hit Coupon, we will Prepay i4l Dei(**w 
3 Amount enclcicni j - 



G»«ft«<H»«g»e9iwi 
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GLAMOURIZE YOUR BICtCLE 



BANNER CLIPS 
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Loofc fticfc . , . 
got my Banner 
Clips, 
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Exciting Hew Glamour 
For T war Bicycle 

With the HEW colourful BAN- 
NER CLIPS You can gfamori** 
your bicycle tike a rainbow on 
wheels. There ore 36 Sinner Clips 
in all, Nine for each side of each 
wheel. $1X0 for the complete 
set, or you may order 18, enough 
for one wheel for 50c. 

It's; a cinch to put them on and 
Oh! what a stunning effect . . - 
A|F the "Kids" will wont Bonner 
Clips for their "Bikes." 

W# will pay you $1,00 for si* 
complete sets you sell to your 
friends. SEND FOR YOUR BAN- 
NER CLIPS NOW, 

JOLQLA SALES BOX 49* BUFFALO NX 
In Canada 2382 DLWBAS ST. W, TORONTO ONI. 
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They're just like mine.. 
I'll show you how easy 
they are to put on. 
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Just put the nar- 
row end toward 
the huh , , . then 
bend the ears in 



Gee! Rick/ J could 
have done th<ft .my- 
self . ( . ti*s eosjr ";~pr 



behind the spokes. 
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SEND NO MONEY! Mail Coupon Today! 



I J0L0LA SALES, Ut 4% r Buffalo, H,Y. 

| fa CANADA, 2382 DJJNDAS ST-W., TORONTO, ONT. 

Send me CO, D plus Parage 

□ 36 Banner Clips $1 , ]" | 1 8 Banner Dips 50*. 

I will po> Postn-ian on delivery. 
G Send ( J sets of 36 Bonner CNps at $1. set. 
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lr you enebse remittance in full *ith thjt Coupon, we will Prepay jll DeiJwr 
Charge*. £ 
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JOMHEY WTO FEAR 




JOURNEY jHTO FEAR. 




iOUKWET INTO !Uk 




JOUBHEY INTO FE»S 




JOWJHFf IWIp ft*R 




JOURNfrJTO MAR 




JCMHEY WTO FHJL 




IQLIRKEY INTO FEAR 




fOWm INTO FFAR 



Fl mS A GREAT 
•JtrmWA 1 QUEEN, PANNY, 
&HAtt6,„\ ANP RAPAA1US 

J vws My sorcerer, 
but he fell in love with 
me ! h£ iw5 horrible, 
uglvJ When i spurned 

»m HE^ASTA SPELL THAT 
MAPE ME APPEAR PEAD. 
ONLY A KISS OF TRUE 
LOVE £OULP AWAKEN ME 




_ JPS MW0 xseums ivfm 
WHAT WE HAS JH5EV MM£? 
PONE, £7AAWy £AMAfQrGQ 



mmt mo tm 




I £OME IN TIME, ^% 
5UTHINAL AT LA^T 
My ?P6LL , 

has. 4 

BROKE NV\ 
TOO! AND , 
I FIND '/ 
you STH-L A 
UNFAITHFUL!) 




JOURKET IKTO FMS 




journey into fur 
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fff£ POQ&iSUTMm ANP £?ANN\ 
FATS *9 KNOCKING AT T#£'PQQA. 



. JOU M jE T INTO FEAR 

\§C#£AM, DANNY, $-e-&-e-A~MMM.] 
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l/fey Doctor Shade t 



THE MM TREE 



IT WAS late and dusk was lurking just 
behind the livid sunset. The clouds hung 
■heavy. It was one of those uncomfort- 
able twilights, not at "all the most pleas- 
urable way to start i out on a honeymoon. 

But if Joan was feeling the oppression, 
she said nothing. Jim Cummings glanced 
at her from the corner of bis. eye as he 
wheeled the new Ford along the deserted 
road. He had never seen her look so 

lovely — or SO cool. But then Joan, his 
wife of a few hours, had always been lovely. 
That, among other things, was why he had 
married- her that very morning, 

She looked up from the road map spread 
across her knees. "We might as well admit 
it, darling. We're lost!" 

Jim nodded. "1 know, I've known sinee 
that last sign, miles back. But why worry? 
We'll just keep driving until we hit some- 
thing, sooner or later." 

Joan bit her full red lip in chagrin. "I 
know, Jim. You're probably right. Only , . ." 
1 "Only what? This is our honeymoon, 
b,aby. The very first day of it. Don't start 
worrying about anything.'' 

Her face was somber. "That's it. I don't 
like it -— being lost on our first day. It — 
it's a bad omen or something." 

Jim cast his eyes to heaven, "Women! 
I : love vou, babv, but you're being very silly. 
We ... " 

"Oh, look, a crossroads!'' Joan was 
pointing ahead, through a windshield. 

They pulled to a stop at the crossroad-; 
arid Jim got olu, lie, approached the great 
tree that grew squarely in the center of 
the junction -A fine place '(br a tree! And 
the signs attached to it were worse than 
useless. There were two of them, .but the 
lettering oil both was faded. Jim cursed 
softly and stood beneath the tree, peering 
up iiito the thick branches. "Without know- 
ing why. he put out a hand and touched the 
bark of the tree, then drew it back in sharp 
distaste. There was something revolting 
about it, about the feel of the Ik-hened bark. 
It wm like touching a diseased skin. 

Joan honked and he went back to the 
car. "No luck. baby. We're still lost." 



Odd that he hadn't seen the house, he 
thought. But then it did lurk behind a row 
of~ trees, in the hollow. He scanned the mi- 
painted front, the sagging windows and 
rotting shutters. Between this hulking 
wreck of a house, and that darned peculiar, 
tree, he was beginning to feel s like a char- 
acter out of Poe. there was something 
strange and uneasy about this place! 

AFTER five minutes of knocking, the 
door .creaked open. Jim stared at the 
old man who. in turn, was staring 
at him. The man could have been 
any age between 80 and 100. A mass of 
white, unkempt hair framed hia thin fea- 
tures. The nose was hooked, the lips thin 
and bloodless over a few rotting yellow 
teeth. He was gnarled and bent and some- 
thing about him reminded Jim of the tree 
back there. 

The old man laughed shrilly. "Lost, are 
ye? Hah-hah! They all gets lost around here. 
Come to old Scth, every time. Gets as far 
as the hanging tree and stops, they do." 

Jim stared. "Hanging tree?" 

The old man gestured. "Yonder in the 
crossroads. Older than me, that tree, by a 
couple hundred years. Used it for hanging 
in the old days." He began to cackle evilly. 
"Used it lately, too. Been six of 'em in the. 
last five years. Something about that tree, 
there is!" 

"Never mind that. Pop. How do I .get to 
Watertown? My wife and I . . . " 

'■'Your wife with you?" Something 
gleamed in the old man's eyes, 

"Sure. In the car. Why?", \ .. ■" 

The' old man laughed, high and shrill. 
"Wouldn't leave her alone around that tree., 
young feller. Better git back there. Take 
the right turn, drive like the devil was after 
ye" The rheumy, old eyes flashed. "Might 
be he is, a nigb'.'like this." And he slammed 
the door in Jim's face, 



"Then 



a house." she said, pointing 
'See. there in the hollow. Wh 
and ask. darling? I'll wait i 



tf 



Jim, afterward, could never explain 


whv 


he rait. Ran. panting, sweating, back U>\ 


■ard 


the car and the tree. As he ran he called 


>ut: 


"Joan, Joan. baby. Are you all right?' 




-The car was empty. Jim stared aro 


j mi. 


then his eyes were' drawn to the tree. 


And 


there, in the giuom, swinging from 


the 


lowermost branch . . . 




"Nn! Joan!" Jim was running, pra. 


ing. 


He reached the tree; stared up at. the 


con- 



torted face of his wife, saw the cruel rope 
,-. into the tender flesh of her throat, 
Somehow he got up into the tree, cut 
the rope with 'his packet knife. He lowered 
Joan gentlv to earth. And then his heart 
leaped 'ii jov She was stiU breathing faint- 
ly. Jim went to work, using the artificial 
resuscitation he had learned as a boy. When 
she was breathing normally again he put 
her in the car and drove, literally, as if the 
'devil were after them. Jim knew that- he 
was. 

The doctor, hours later, was very gentle 
with the young husband. The girl would live, 
certainly. But there was something else! . 
The haunted, dull look in her eyes might 
never go away. She might never again rec- 
ognize Jim — or anybody! ■ 

JIM, pale and strained, haunted the hos- 
pital for three days, until they drove 
him away. Then, as darkness came on, 
he bought an ■ axe and put it into the 
car. He drove to the hanging .tree. "Now.' 
he whispered hoarsely. "Now, tree! I'm go- 
ing to take care of you — and the thing 
that lives somewhere in you !" 

The axe blade. gleamed like silver as Jim 
strode toward the black bulk of the tree. 
He dried his moist hands on a handkerchief, 
took off his coat and prepared to swing the 
axe. Just then he heard movement behind 
him and swung around. Joan, her lovely- 
face as pale as the moon, and as cold, was 
coming toward him. The dullness in her eyes 
made Jim wince. 

"No," said Joan. "You mustn't. The tree 
is our friend. It wants us to come with it, 



to go to a beautiful place together. She 
stared at Jim without seeming to see him. 
Jim took a step toward her. "Baby! H— 
how did you get here? You should be in the 
hospital. Come on, now.. . \ 

For the first time her eyes sparked into 
life. Cunning gleamed in them. "1 outwitted 
them," she cried. "You can too. Listen, to 
the tree. Do what it wants us to do. Get 
the rope from the car, darling. We'll die 
together — on 'the tree. The marvelous, 
beautiful tree. Listen! It's calling us now. 
Hurry!" 

Jim knew- then. For her soul, and his 
own, he must act. He sprang at her, his 
fist clenched. She fell without a sound. Then 
he turned to the tree with a curse and be- 
gan to swing the axe. The shining blade bit 
deeply into the scabrous bark. And the tree 
screamed! It screamed and screamed, like a 
fiend howling. in the night, as Jim swung 
the axe in fury, again and again ! Only when 
the tree toppled with a crash did the hor- 
rible screaming cease. Jim flung down the 
axe, picked up his unconscious wife, and 
went back to his car. He did not look back 
a* he drove away. But once, as he glanced 
down at her by his hide, he saw that Joan 
was smiling. Her face was changed now, the 
face he had first fallen in love with. 

Shp remembered little when she awoke. 
And Jim never told her what was in the 
storv carried bv the papers a day or so later. 
An 'old man had been, found dead in a. 
deserted house. Murdered, the papers said. 
It appeared that someone had chopped him 
in two with an axe . . . 
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JOURNEY WTO Ff 



t'O fU%£ UKE TO TALK^ 
TO THAT FELLOW/ BUT 
MA YBE I BETTER. 
A/Of— HE LGQk$ 

50#T OF, £% f 
JFQRS/&PMG*. 

AfAYSEZ £AM 
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(5- G05HJ MUST 
HAVE BEBH A 
tCLQSE tALL\ 
THAT ENGINES* 
SURE £LAMPEU 
ON THE BRAKES 1 . 

HOPE MY BQWUNQ 

BALL ISN'T 
OAMAGEQl 
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■ . , ■■*v , i*?'i 



THE 
TRAIN 



t**, 



WJ 
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IN TIME 
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YQuR£, X 

SJR! VOU 

HAVE Al^Pe 
A MISTAKE 
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UHN— OH, 

HERE'S 

1 



yours; 
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/?r l AST/ I HAVE RIP MYSELF OF IT* if 
OAfLY THE FOOL PQES NOT OPEN /T 
UNT/L WE ££A£H T/¥E ENP OF TtfE 
-JQURNEVf KALf W/LL BE PLEASE/7 
w/m A A/EW y/CT/Af/ 



Amm*?. 
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HUH: A ^RVSTAL 
BALL- THAT HINPU 
FELLOW MUST HAVE 
MAPB A MISTAKE 
AFTER, 



HAH- HAH- 
POKE9 
MUST BE 
FIGURING 
TO HEX 
U$j MEN! 

1/ 



PRETTY ^ * 

©oodImaybc. ■> 
homer think? 

H£ N££P£ A 
£RWTA'~ BALL 
TO ROCL A 
C50GP SCORE 
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JOURNEY INTO FEAR 




/ Ann! my wife! 

f KISSING YOUNG 
HOPGE FROM 
NEXT POOR. 1 

. THEY'RE HAVING 
AN AFFAIR ! OH, 

■ ANN-.. 



$2 Tff£ S7K/CXEA? fi?Aff tT S££At$ THAT LOM - 
\ MOCKING LAUGHTER raj.? 7X£ XOOM / 0h&t'rr ! 
j ,#£" ^r^/V 50W£HOiV H£A% T#£ VO/ce? Mf 7ME 
[ £RY5rALBALL...m^- ~^ 

f VE5I IT'? 

/ THE ONLY 

WAV ! AT 

/ LEAST V 

*TAN BE 
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JOURNEY INTO FEAR 




JOUBHEY INTO FtSR _ 

fAfiO 7W4T'$ HOW I'.-M ^ 
/ GOING TO DlS 3 A TRAIN 




JOUttHEY IKTO W& 



I'VE GOT TO GET SOME 

■ EXTRA HOURS IN I I 'A 

TRAINING ON NIC5HT 

FIGHTERS ! |P YOU 

WANT TO GO ALONG 




JOWtWEY INTO rm 




JOWNEY.IMro SUk 




jouanrf into uul 
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f »*•*. 



Hr ■ ; ; 'HC 



T&* M,'^' 1 *' 



Toh\ \9 ^nothing ~y Agrrces Twr 

' HARRY- I TO WORK* 

PasoutJ a %r -„- 
'FEW BROKEN \{JTTL.£ £#AP£L. . 

BONES, BUT t y-*' .-■*—*— - 

HE'LL BE ALL JUGH—THATSMEU-! 
RIGHT. CO/MeyANP-ANP WHY ARE j 
iNSfPE 1 PVOU LOOKIWGATME^ 
X*0 STRANGELY? 
THINK I HAP* 
BETTER j 
lGO! 
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,, I'LL KEEP Nfi 
([PROMISE, LUC1NPA 1 . 
I I'LL PO MOPE! 
\ YOU'RE GOING TD j 
MARRY Af£/ 
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■■■. ■ :■, 

, . ■■-:■. .1 - ■■.:;■:/■■ 
■, ■■■■■.■■■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ 



,^ WILL OB£Y: YE5- 
< I WILL. MARRY YGUl 

- yes! 
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JMIMOT INTO FEAR 




IHHEY WTO F' 

■ DO T 
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\- HORRIBLE J MUCH 

VCL F. 
YEARS 
HE'D CESE' 
FC 











5//1/5 tf^f $/Af 4/J& TrtWK 
UNKNOWA/— WE MU9T Ptfy FOX 
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oft s^vett ^<wmv4 

Hold the ' y««% 

^eye and look int"o%aeh of the 

1 1 :-. ■ ■ ■' | 

hear* wiif%»JJ*r a siTltjjt 
prayer as ycu sel^learly arm 
distinctly f '*%* 

OmmojUal £cem4 v . 

The beads are mode of the 
finest cut crystal, colors 
gleaming black, coral pink 
azure blue and crystal **JM|£-- 
Each Rosary pacji ( 

■ ■■■'■■ '.-■■' 
. : - ' ■ .,. ;. . .■ ■ . 
iters, only JAjlftl^ 
* JOLOLA SALES 

SOX 496, BUFFA^^ffr. 

■ y ■ ■ 




Behold its Miraculous Beauty! 

JOLOLA SALES 
Box 496, B u frolo, N.Y. . 
□ Send me C.O.D. one Rosary Cross of Seven Sorrows. 1 
CJ Slack D White fl Pink DAzure 

1 wilt pay postman en deli-cry 54.98 plus postage. J 


City 

D If you enclose $5.00 with this 
oli delivery charges. 


.. Prov. .j 

oupon we will prepoy j' 



Kv/n: heavier, stronger, better! 

The Most Amazing 

TOOL SET EVO? OFFERED! 

Sii Handy Tools in 1 Compact Unit 




Stele awa.»»i |..«H r*ei Str aWei *»« A 
if* the leali »9H need (or hundreds «« § 
fJMt-jata . . . tart aH y«u bu* . . . alt r 



MIX! Unasfiw H>< 

WiMf «alll't«w«> KH<«n 

Bi®««! is*!*, 4«1 ceniBlct* ni 

''I'lSaiitiifSef. Fei-Wl- feeSams*. Id 

1 dlnH««. (♦mtsiHftit, hebbriti 

. " www at sensational mail -enter 



Everybody's talking 
about IT! 
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5 3«Y -REE TRIAL OFFER 

J8L0LftSIU.ES ..Ki' -.W 



